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Do you even know what jealousy is? Do you know what it feels like to be jealous? 


It scratches at your heart with those kitty claws. It tears at your soul. 
Its like a slow fire that starts in the pit of your stomach and burns its way 
up until its in your eyes, burning, stinging, making them water. It's a wild 


mix of anger, envy and desire that takes you over each time you see.. 


I'm jealous. 

Awfully, terribly jealous. 

And the worst thing about it is that | have to hide it. 

Well, not really hide it. | can't REALLY hide it. So | usually disguise it. 

Pass it off as a fit of temper, or drunken anger, or something else. It always 
works. Because, see, no-one expects me to be quite sane. 

After all, Im Motley Crue's drummer. 


This knocking on the door comes when I'm watching my TV. There's nothing better 
to help you relax when your world is reduced to the four walls of another hotel 
room. You just flip on your TV and watch something. CNN. MTV. Channel 6. Whatever. 
Somebody talking in the back of your mind - amazingly, there's nothing better 

to get you sleepy. Especially if its 230 AM. 


Unless some fuck knocks on your door. 

"Who's there?" | ask lazily, hoping it's someone | can just tell to fuck off. 
Some tech. Or some slut. Or our manager. Oh no, wait. I'd let a slut in To 
do something together. Yeah, like watching some TV. 


"That's me! Fuck, Tommy! Open that damn door! Quick! Tommy PLEASE!!!" 


Shit. That's Vince. | can't just tell him to fuck off. And though he's undoubtedly 
a slut, he's just not the kind of a slut | meant. 


Also, judging by his voice, he's a slut in trouble. 


| get up and open the door. Goddammit. If there's one person | don't wanna 


see this evening, its Vince. But who the hell cares? 
And | can't really leave him there, banging on my door and screaming. 


So | open the door and he whirls in, crouches beside my bed and urges in a 
hissing whisper, "Close it! Lock it! Tommy, hurry!" 


| lock the door and, turning to him, acknowledge the obvious fact: 


"You fought with Sixx again." 

Vince nods, trying to catch his breath. 

"Holy shit, Vince, why didn't you lock up in your own room?" 

Steps in the corridor. Rumble. Drunken laughter. 

VINCE! GET OVER HERE, YOU LITTLE WHORE! GET OVER RIGHT HERE! 
Vince's lips start moving, but | don't hear a shit. 

"What?" 

"Hush!!!" he hisses and mouths (this time | get it): "He's got a gun" 

"Oh sh..." | slap a hand over my own mouth. 

Steps and rumbling get closer. Now that Vince told me it, | can just picture 
Nikki, strolling along the corridor, rumbling the gun's barrel on the wall panels. 
Sixx, you stupid fuck. You could get caught with it. God forbid. 

Vince tenses in the corner and all but crawls under my bed. 

Knocking. 

"Torn?" 


Vince clasps his hands together and looks up at me pleadingly, madly shaking 
his head. | put my finger to my lips. 


"Tommy?" 
"What the fuck?" | drawl in a sleepy voice. 

"Woke you up?" a little laugh. "Say, saw our little blondie around?" 
"You trippin’? | was sleeping, you crazy dog!" 


"Damn," Nikki mutters behind the door. And | feel that it would be unnatural 
if | just shut up after that, so | say with a yawn: 


"Why care where he is? Come on. Wanna get in and have a fifth of Jack with 


me? Maybe watch some porn..." 

| feel almost evil satisfaction watching Vince twitch. He makes a weird sound 
and looks at me wide-eyed. My little revenge. But | know one thing he doesn't. 
Sixx will never stop once he has set his mind on something. 

"No, dude. You sleep on. | needa have a talk with that.." the ending of the 
phrase is lost in the rumbling that has resumed. The rumbling itself dies away 
in a few seconds. 

If | had let Sixx in, he would've killed the kid. No Vinnie. And then... 

Then Nikki would've ended up in jail. Tommy, aren't you dumb. 

No, just jealous. 

"Tommy, fucker," Vince whispers, and his eyes sparkle suspiciously brightly. 
As if there are tears in these eyes. No. | don't believe it. This little shit 
never cries. 


“Tommy-fucker" sounds hilariously alike with "Tommyknocker" and | laugh. 


"What's so funny?!" he hisses. "You wanted me to have a heart-attack? What 


would you have done if he had agreed?!" 


"Easy, Vinnie. | wouldn't have let him in anyways. I'd have pretended | couldn't 


open the door, or something." 
Vince sighs and gets up. 
‘lm sorry, Tommy. Thank you, bro." 


He hugs me. | don't really feel like it, but he's my vocalist. My high school 
buddy. He's supposed to be my best friend. And so | hug back. 


"Come on, dude," | seat him on my bed. "What happened?" 
Vince sighs again. 


"Some tough love," he says and throws his head up, revealing his neck. 


And dark spots on his neck, dark prints that are already beginning to turn 


to bruises. 

Finger prints. 

My imagination runs wild tonight. | picture things too brightly. | almost see 
them making love. Almost see Sixx get a little too passionate. Almost see these 
long callused fingers digging into Vince's neck. 

Almost feel them in my neck 

I'd give the world for this feeling. 

Instead | feel that damn fire starting in me and running up, threatening to 
burn out the rest of my feeble sanity. Jealousy. So | let it out - as always, 


disquised as anger. 


"That bastard! Why the fuck does he think he has a right to treat you like 


a cheap whore?!" 


| take a step towards the door, and he probably thinks I'm going to get Sixx 
out there, because he grabs me by my T-shirt. 


"No, Tommy! No. He's drunk and stoned out of his mind. He'll pass out in an 


hour or so. Then I'll tell Fred to take his gun away. That's all." 


| plop down on my bed next to him. He sits on it Indian-style, unusually silent. 


When he starts talking, | almost flinch. 

"After all, | act like a cheap whore, right?" 

| think so, too, but it's not right to say it out loud. 

"Vinnie..." 

"| do. | let him do all that shit to me, so what is he supposed to think?" 

he snorts. "That's what he calls me, you know? ‘My little slut Vinnie’. That's 
what | am. Nikki Sixx's little slut. Better than a Grammy." He hides his face 


in his hands. 


And all of a sudden | feel ashamed. He IS my friend, after all. And envying 


him, what do | know about how it feels? 


| put my arm around his shoulders and he snuggles up to me, like a little kid. 


| feel a little smirk on my lips - it tastes bitter. 
"Why do you stay with him, Vince? Why - if he's such a jerk with you?" 
He sighs. 


"Do | know, Tommy? | need it. | need him. | don't know if its love. | just 
can't get by without him. And then.." he sighs again. "At times he's so.. tender..." 


This | refuse to believe just as well. Tender Sixx? Passionate, yeah. Can imagine 
that. Mad. Pensive. Friendly. Hostile. Crazy. Coldly reasonable. Lost - yeah, 

| know he can be pretty insecure and shy, like a hurt child. But tender? 

Vince draws another sigh and lays his head on my shoulder. And | think that 
maybe it's not so bad. He's Nikki's little slut, and that means that he touches 
him. Kisses him. Takes him inside. 

By hugging him, | might get just a little closer. 


Nikki looks pretty bad tonight. No surprise, considering how much various shit 
he put into his system yesterday. He chain-smokes, and when he's not starting 
a new cigarette, he's sitting head in hand on some amp. 


He must be having a terrible headache. 


| sit down beside him and put my arm around his neck. Just a friend. I've been 


pretty good at pretending, so | still have all the privileges of a best friend. 
Like sitting near him, with my arm around his neck, and asking him: 

"Sixx, dude, you ran out of Alca Zeltzer or what?" 

He smiles, his cigarette twitching between his teeth. 

"Come on, Nik What's wrong? Just headaches?" 

He turns his head a bit and looks at me, and | take my arm away. No physical 


contact when | look in these eyes. Or else I'l be as easy to read as a book. 


And Sixx is a good reader. 


These eyes. | could never tell what color they are. Blue? Yeah, most of the 
time. But I've see them turn hazel. And even dark brown. And once - just once! 
- | thought they were green. So piercing. So wise. No matter how sloppily fucked 
up he is, these eyes always look at you as if they could see you right thru. 


Yeah, he's a good reader, but I'm not the kind of fiction he prefers. So he 
just says slowly: 


"He was in your room when | knocked, wasn't he?" 

| sigh. 

"Well.. yes. He told you?" 

A crooked smile. 

"No. | don't think we talked much today. | just guessed." 

‘I'm sorry, man. | totally had to do it" 

"Sure. You're such good friends." 

If only he knew. 

"You don't get it. You even remember what state you were in, Sixx? You'd have 
shot him dead, no other variants. | won't have you go to the slammer in the 
middle of the tour, man." 

He raises his eyebrow. 

"And that was your main reason?" 


My turn to pass on an answer. | don't know what he might think if | say yes. 


He starts another cigarette and absently butts the old one out on his hand. 
| flinch. | hate it when he does it. 


"So you're at war with Blondie, huh?" | ask, just for a distraction 
He snorts. 


"Kind of. Haven't seen him since | woke up, and he had told Fred to tell me 
l'm a dork," he gives that half-smirk again. "As if | didn't know." 


| hope he shows up in time for the gig, though." 


"There's more than an hour left," Sixx shrugs. "I don't believe he'll miss 


it. He loves it too much. It's good for his ego." 
| stare at him. He laughs. Joylessly. 


"You know what he told me, Tommy? That its pretty easy for a rock star to 
get a huge ego, because the crowd from the stage is just one big, faceless, 
screaming, worshipping sea. And that it makes him feel almost a God when, you 
know, girls try to fucking crawl onstage between the security guys’ legs," he 
suddenly frowns and hisses thru clenched teeth, "He's such a bitch at times!" 


| pass again. 

Nikki bites his lower lip. 

"I know why he is like that," he says, strangely quiet. "He thinks l'm just 
fooling around with him. Just using him, as a bedding, you know? And no shit, 
that's what | try to make him believe in" 


"And it's not so?" 


He gives me a quick glance and turns his eyes down. | put my arm on his shoulder. 
Now | can do it. 


"| don't know," he says after a pause. | thought it was so. It began like that. 
Like just a little fun. Something we hadn't tried yet, you know? And now... now 
its different. And maybe that's why l.. hurt him at times. l'm afraid of it. 
Afraid of him. Afraid of how l'm addicted to him. His lips.." he takes a deep 
breath and shivers. "Ah, whatever. I'm making you sick, right?" 


In fact, he's making me wanna cry. But | hold back. I'm a man Boys don't cry, 
dude. 


Although | sometimes do. 
"You are my friend, Nikki. You don't make me sick. Just a bit sad." 


He looks up at me and smirks again. 


"Wow | do? Well, thats not YOUR problem, Tommy, is it?" 


He will never know that, in fact, that is. 


Doc, our manager, appears on the scene and kicks us off the stage: "Go put 
on your make-up!" And Vince still isn't here. 


He appears half an hour before the gig. Nikki tenses momentarily. Vince doesn't 
give him as much as a casual look. He plops on the chair and starts putting 
on his make-up. Eye-liner and mascara, though his eyes don't really need it. 
He has always been a prettyboy, that Vince. | remember the way all the chicks 


in our school would drool and faint when he entered the hall. 
Nikki swears under his breath and storms off to his part off the room. 


| look at Vince as he puts on his pink nacreous lipstick. He presses his lips 
together, then laughs and blows a kiss to the mirror. 


You're right, Nikki, his lips are really something special. 


Drums are my shelter. My let-out. My refuge from reality. That's why | love 
my job so much. When l'm onstage, pounding on my things and hearing the audience 


roar, l'm so caught in it, so happy, so high that | hardly notice anything else. 
But litle bits of reality still make it thru. 


| see Nikki, tense and sinister, tearing at his bass strings. Later into the 
show he, as usual, starts looking raving mad, running around the stage, falling 
down on his back, swinging his bass over his head. His hair is all over his 
face, but his eyes still sparkle thru it. That would mesmerize me, so it's good 


I'm so involved in my drumming and he's staying his back to me most of the time. 


| see Vince, this whirlwind of platinum locks and tanned skin storming right 

before my eyes. At one point he jumps up onto my drum riser and gives me a big 
wide grin - he's obviously feeling good. So am |, so it's not that hard to grin 

back. He, of course, looks gorgeous, all glammed out, hot and sweated, and with 


this fire in his eyes that always appears when he's onstage. 
Could | ever be better? To anyone? You kidding.. 


| see Vince come all the way across the stage and lean against Nikki's back, 


as they headbang to my rhythm together. Whatever their relationship offstage 


is, onstage Nikki doesn't move away. Instead, he leans closer into the contact. 
Vince laughs and puts his arm around Nikki's neck for a few moments, before 

the solo is over and he has to unhook from Sixx and resume his singing. So he 
gets to the front of the stage and leans over, singing to some girl in the audience. 
Nikki falls down to his knees and goes crazy with his bass, pounding on it with 

his fist. 


| drum. 


Something wakes me up at 5 AM. 


Its so fucking stupid to get up at five when you have just turned in at half 

past three. But that's on of those sudden wakings you can't do shit about. | 

turn my head on the pillow and see some chick lying on the bed next to me. Some 
readhead. | don't know her. | never know them. 


Why is she here at all? Suddenly | sooo don't want her to be there in the morning. 
| feel almost sick Then guilty. | didn't feel sick when | was fucking her, 
eh? 


| get up, slip into my jeans and make my way out of the room as noiselessly 

as | can. I've had shit like that before - waking up at an inappropriate time. 

My doctor says it's because l'm so hyper. Or because | take so much drugs. Or 
both. Actually, he once added, "It could also be neurosis.. But | doubt it's 

YOUR case, Mr. Lee." | guess, everyone sees me as such a happy-go-lucky goofball, 


they don't think | have any nerves at all 

| head for Fred's room. Fred is our head bodyguard. And our wet nurse. He'll 
give me a slipping pill or five. And will let me crash somewhere in his room. 
And get this chick out of my room in the morning. Fred can do that all. Fred 


is our guardian angel. 


But halfway thru the corridor, | have voices coming from Nikki's room. Sixx? 


Awake?! At five AMPIl 
| move closer to his door and recognize the second voice. 
Vince, who else. 


What | really should do is turn away and move on to Fred's room without any 


other stops. But that's not what | do. | move in even closer. Nikki's door is 


a bit opened - just a crack, so | glance in. 

".. supposed to do?!" 

That's Vince. | caught only the ending of the phrase. Vince is standing at 
the bed, his hands on his hips, scowling down at Nikki, who's sitting on the 
bed, looking away. 


"What was | supposed to do, Sixx? Let you shoot my brains out? Or what? And 
what am | supposed to be now? Thankful?" 


Nikki cringes. Vince, idiot, you're making his head ache. 
"| was drunk. And on drugs." 
"You're always drunk And on drugs." 


Nikki bites his lip. Vince begins pacing across the room. To and fro. Back 
and forth. 


| don't want any of this again. | don't want to run around the hotel like 

a mad rat, trying to hide from your gun. | don't want to be on the constant 
lookout while you're busy making my asshole size eleven | don't want any bruises, 
either on my neck or on any other part of my body." 

Sixx explodes. I've been expecting him to do it for some time. 

"You don't want it? Well, I've got news - no-one has chained you To me, so 

you're free to go wherever you want if you don't like my ways! | am what | am, 
and if you thought | was your fantasy man, then fuck, you were wrong! You don't 
want it? Get the fuck out!" 


Vince stops and eyes him for a few moments, then nods slowly. 


"I will,” he drawls. "I will get the fuck out. And don't you make a mistake 
thinking I'd ever come back. See you in hell, fucker." 


He heads for the door and | panic, because even if | jump away in time, Ill 


have to explain my presence here, and | never was a particularly good liar. 
But he stops mid-step on hearing Sixx's soft voice: 


"Vinnie." 


Vince freezes. | freeze. 

"| didn't mean it." 

Vince snorts. But remains still. 

"Really. Please... don't go." 

| can't believe my own ears. 

"Don't go," and his voice is weak. "| won't make it if you go." 

Vince snorts again. 

"l'm tired," Nikki says with quiet despair in his voice. | wish | could see 

his face, but Vince stands in the way. And its a miracle he hasn't seen me 
yet. But | can't go away now. | just can't. 

‘lm tired, and | can't put it into words right. But you.." his voice breaks. 
Un-fucken-believable. "You mean a lot to me, Vinnie. A fuckin’ lot. You are 


my only piece of sanity.” 


"I see how you do your best trying to make me see it," Vince mutters darkly, 


but his expression softens. Damn. 


"l'm a jerk, | know it. | can't help it. I'm a fool. And l." he breaks off. 
And | know what has just been unsaid. And Vince knows it too, because there's 


a little smile crawling over his much bespoken lips. 
"I know it doesn't mean shit to you," Sixx winds up his monolog helplessly. 


And | see what Nikki doesn't. | see that smile take over Vince's face. And 
this smile isn't triumphant. And isn't proud. And isn't anything else but love. 
Pure love. And happiness. ‘Oh you think it doesn't?" he mouths soundlessly. 
Then he hides his smile and turns around. 


Quite the time for me to go, don't you think so? But that's just impossible. 
Don't you see. | stay there. Behind the door. Trying not to move a muscle. And 


very silent. 


Although | wanna scream my aching head off. 


"Maybe | do," Vince says in a tentative tone, stepping up. "Just a little." 
Another step. "Just a tiniest bit” Yet another step closer. "| mean, maybe 
| care about what you just said" And he's standing in front of Nikki. "Kind 


of care." 


| still don't see Nikki, but | see his hand. His strong, slender, long-fingered 
hand falls onto Vince's thigh and slowly makes its way up to his hip. 


"Oh you do?" there's a little more life in Nikki's voice now, and Vince shivers 
and sighs as the hand moves on to his butt, slightly screeching against the 
tight leather of his pants. 


"Come here," Sixx whispers, and Vince sighs again and settles down in his lap, 
straddling his thighs, winding his arms around his neck. | see Nikki's profile 


now. 


| won't ever doubt Vince's words again. Tender is tender, and if Nikki's eyes 


aren't all tenderness now, then | don't know what is. 


Vince leans to kiss him on the lips. Nikki's left hand stays on Vince's hip, 

his right one flies up and tangles in Vince's soft blond hair. Its a very sensual 
kiss. So sensual that all of a sudden | feel l'm getting hard. Oh no. This moment 
is the essence of what they call wrong! 


Vince lifts his head up and moans softly as Nikki's lips crawl over the bruises 
on his neck His fingers dig hard into Nikki's shoulders. | bet there'll be 

a few bruises just as well. 

Nikki covers the last bruise with a kiss and says, his breath a bit shallow: 

"| can't promise | won't ever do it again. But | promise | will try not to." 

He flicks out his tongue and touches Vince's skin with it, right where his neck 


joins his shoulder. 


"Okay," Vince pants, squirming, rubbing against Nikki. | don't see it from 
here, but | know Nikki is hard by now. Because even | am. And l'm just watching. 


Nikki's hand slides up Vince's torso, under his white t-shirt. There's a new 
edge to Vince's sigh this time. 


"Take it off," he moans. "Help me take it of fl" 


Nikki grins and does just that. 


| do my best not to make a sound as Nikki showers Vince's chest with kisses. 
To think of it again, | might as well make it. Vince's breathing is so loud 
right now, they wouldn't hear a thing. 


Nikki strokes Vince's chest. Circles his nipples with thumbs, pinches them 
between thumb and forefinger, then begins to pull at him, very lightly at first, 
then more insistently, until Vince's nipples stiffen, teased into hardened peaks. 
They must be aching by now, that itching, arousing pain. All this time he keeps 
kissing and biting his shoulders, and Vince gasps and cries out. 


"Those goddamn pants!" he groans. "They fucking HURT!!!" 


| have some sympathy for him. Even in my old jeans it feels uncomfortable, 
in his leathers, erection must be sheer hell. 


Nikki grins again, an impish sparkle in his eyes. 
"Then take them off. Come on, get up and take them off. I'll watch." 
Vince gets up. 


"What do you think | am? A stripper?" but there's no bitchiness in his voice. 
Rather some tease. 


"Come on," Nikki repeats smiling. "| was dreaming about it all the gig thru. 
Every time you bent over. God knows, you bend over a lot during those gigs." 


Vince giggles, turns his back on Nikki and bends over, sliding his pants down 
his legs. He's too involved in what he's doing to see me. Again. Well, | do 


see him. And | see he's got no underwear. 


Nikki gets up as well. Vince slowly straightens up again and turns around, 


gasping slightly as he faces Nikki, unexpectedly for himself. 


"You know what," Nikki drawls, "| also began to find these leathers rather 


tiresome. Will you help me?" 


"Fuck yeah," Vince grins. "You know what a polite request can do to a guy.’ 
He gets down to his knees and undoes the lacing of Nikki's pants. Nikki's fingers 
run thru his hair, as Vince pulls his pants down. Nikki hates the concept of 


underwear just as well. We all do. 


| look, look, drink them both in. They are beautiful. Both of them. Each in 

his own way. Nikki, tall and dark, with broad shoulders and long legs, his coal 
black mane of unruly hair all over his face, his eyes - now they are blue - 
shining thru it. Vince, petite - at least that's what he looks like around Nikki's 
b+ foot - but impeccably proportional, with smooth tanned skin, his blond hair 
cascading over his shoulders, his eyes unexpectedly dark under his snow white 


fringe. 
It got even worse. Now | want them both. 
I'm going to die, dude. 


Vince doesn't get up at once. He stays on his knees, stroking Nikki's cock. 
Nikki's turn to sigh. He sighs again, restlessly, as Vince swoops down his head 
and takes in almost all of what there is to take. Oh his lips. Nikki throws 
his head back and looks awfully, shamelessly gorgeous. My jeans are ready to 


give way. 


Nikki pulls Vince up and holds him tight, his hands wandering over Vince's 
back and bottom. Vince presses himself to Nikki, wraps around him. They are 


one. Black and white. Night and day. Death and life. 
Gosh, what am | thinking about. They're just fucking. 


Fucking, and they're already on the bed, Vince on his back, screaming as Nikki 
takes him, yes, slides into him, fills him. Did | tell you how wild my imagination 
is tonight? Too wild And my desires are even wilder. | want to be Vince. To 

lie there on my back, with my legs up on Nikki's shoulders and to moan, moan 
and scream, feeling him thrust into me, feeling his grip on my hips, feeling 
his sweat drip onto my skin, hearing his heavy breathing. | want to be Nikki. 
To stand there on my knees, gripping those lean hips, sending myself forward 
into the tight heat of that ass, looking into those dark, dark eyes as they 


widen, listening to that voice moaning my name. 

| want to be there. 

All of a sudden my sickening mind finds a place for me on that bed. | picture 
myself right between them. Slamming into Vince beneath me. Taking in Nikki behind 
me. Sweaty, heated, insane paradise. 


| guess | gasp too loud. Vince turns his head slowly. 


This time he sees me OK. 


| turn to stone, as his eyes size me up and down in surprise and shock. He 
takes in me whole. From that dumb, lusty expression on my flushed face to my 
morning wood pushing thru my pants. And the look in his eyes changes. 


Surprise and embarrassment give way to laughter and.. excitement? As if he could 


get any more excited, 


He moans again, bucking his hips up. Nikki must have noticed he's looking away, 
because he's turning his head too. 


I'l be dead in a moment. 


That never happens. Vince takes his face in his palms and pulls him down. Vince's 
legs slide off his shoulders and wind around his waste, as they kiss again, 

the deepest, most obscene of all French kisses I've seen in my fucking life. 

When the kiss breaks up, Vince pulls Nikki's head lower, to his shoulder, and 
Nikki buries himself there, going faster. Vince lets out a long-drawn scream. 


And looks at me again. 
Yes, Vince, l'm still here. Still as dumb. And still as hard. 


Vince shuts his eyes only to open them again and give me another hot look after 
a second's interval. Nikki isn't aware. He's too busy with Vince. Why would 


he care, anyway. 


They are thru in a few moments. Nikki, tensing above Vince and shooting his 
load with a growl, and Vince, finally looking away from me, giving one final 


scream, clawing at Nikki's shoulders and splashing cum between them. 
Forte majestico. And a pause. 


Nikki slumps forward, burying his face in Vince's tousled hair. Vince's chest 

is heaving. But he turns his head and looks at me again. There is new knowledge 
in these eyes. And mockery. And just a tint of contempt. And yes, triumph. Well, 
he's got a right for it. 


| slowly turn around and trod away down the corridor. My whole body is aching. 
| guess l'm going to wake up that damn readhead and fuck her brains out. That 
should help a little. 


Only a little. 


The vision of Vince's laughing eyes haunts me. And will be haunting me to the 


rest of my useless life. 
Now | know | hate him. 
And | know its going to show one day. 


I+ will show. 


